around the crescent. It was thrilling, like riding a circus
horse around the ring, and there was always the possibility
that the people were watching me from the windows of the
houses. I fell off several times, skinned my knee, while
the side of my frock nearest to the railings became orna-
mented with stripes of green paint, but I kept at it, getting
better with each lap. I had forgotten Dad and Mother,
even the words of the man at the bicycle stand to be back
within an hour.

It was getting dusk before Dad found me, a frantic,
red-faced, frightened Dad, who had already spent some
time running up and down the Front calling, "Gertie!
Gertie!" and demanding of everyone, "Have you seen my
little girl anywhere about?"

His relief at finding me was immediately transformed
into anger for the fright I had caused him, and the sight I
presented. "Now, then, whatever have you been up to?
You ought to be ashamed of yourself running off like that!
Such a fright you've given me! Whatever would I have
said to your mother? She won't half give you a piece of her
mind when she sees what you've done to your frock! And
it's your poor dad will get the worst of it."

He went on, muttering and scolding, all the way back
to the bicycle stand, where he paid the man for the
overtime. ' And still clutching me by the hand, as though
afraid I would vanish again, he hurried me back to our
lodgings. We were nearly there when he stopped, removed
his hat, and wiped his brow. Giving me a long look that
immediately established a confidence between us, he re-
marked tentatively, "I've got an idea. How would it be if we
were to take your mother a little gin and bitters to have
with her supper?"